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Summary: No, not that suit! THE suit. Hehe . I couldn't resist. 
Anyway, here is Barry's first adventure with team Flash on that one 
special day of the year: March 19th, or Barry Allen's birthday. 
Please review if you want me to continue the story! 


Birthday Suit 

Barry knew as soon as he woke up that today was going to be bad. A 
quick glance at his phone confirmed that, yes, today was April 19th, 
and that, yes, he was late for his morning conference with everyone 
at STAR. Both very bad signs. 

He zoomed into his suit- although changing from his suit to his work 
clothes back into his suit was a hassle, it was risky trying to run 
to STAR labs with his work clothes on. He'd caused more than a few 
fires in the past few weeks, and he could tell it was starting to get 
on everyone's nerves. Joe and Iris had barely realized that Barry was 
in the kitchen before he was out the front door, leaving a shockingly 
depleted pantry behind. 

As much as Barry had hoped otherwise, Cisco and Caitlin were waiting 
for him when he appeared in the cortex, Cisco with a scarify 
determined look on his face. Barry groaned internally. That was 
definitely not a good sign. But he tried to act normal, as if he 
didn't see the shiny red party hats Cisco, Caitlin, and even Wells 
(who was leaning against a back wall, looking defeated and 
exasperated) were sporting. 

"Hey, guys, good morning, how is everything? Any new metahumans? I 
heard an interesting report last night, but you know, it was pretty 
late, so I couldn't go check it out. And how is-" 


Cisco cut him off by walking straight up to him and snapping another 
shiny hat- seemingly produced from thin air- onto his head. Barry 



grimaced . 


Cisco stood back, taking in the speedster with his matching suit and 
hat and nodding approvingly. "That's better. You know, it would be 
best for your personal health if, in the future, you let us know when 
your birthday is and what you want to do during said event. Rather 
than forcing us to look it up in your personal file. That's not what 
best friends do." 

Barry groaned and put his head in his hands. "Cisco. I don't like big 
birthday parties, or celebrations, or anything, really. Birthdays 
aren't... well, they're not really that big of a deal, you know? I've 
never really enjoyed them." 

Caitlin cringed behind Cisco. Barry realized he'd made a huge 
mistake . 

Cisco's nostrils flared as he looked at Barry in horror and rage. "Do 
you mean to tell me," he said quietly, "That you don't. Like. 
Birthdays?" His face twisted in disgust. "What is _wrong _with you, 
man? I stand by everything you do. The choices you make. I don't 
question them." 

Barry held up a finger. "Not true." 

"I _help you _with everything we do here. I mean, I _made _the very 
suit you're standing in, without any praise of thanks from anyone, 
just from the goodness of my heart, and-" 

Barry sighed. "Again, not true." 

"-And after all of this, what is the thanks I get from you? That you 
don't like birthdays? The day which every member of the human race 
looks forwards to?" 

Barry shrugged. "It's just not for me. And haven't I already told you 
that ? " 

Cisco smacked him on the head with another party hat (seriously, 
where was he getting these?) . "As a matter of fact, no! You did 
_not_! I had to find this particular fact out from Iris when I called 
her to ask what cake flavors she recommended! And I mean, I didn't 
really believe it, but I guess I have to now. So I am understandably 
disappointed in your character. And as recompense, I believe we need 
to make an emergency birthday trip to the theme park of my choice to 
get you in the true birthday spirit." 

"I have work!" Barry whined. "I can't just drop everything and go 
with you guys, I have a report due and that's not even mentioning my 
other day job- superheroes don't get vacation days, 
remember? " 

Caitlin looked at him pityingly. "Sorry, but I don't think you're 
going to get out of this one. I've got an excuse sent to Captain 
Singh already and the tickets are already booked." 

"That's _right_! " Cisco all but shouted triumphantly. "There's no 
getting out of it. And we're leaving, now. In a car, by the way- you 
can't run in your theme park clothes all the way there, not unless 
you want to start a forest fire. Again." 



Barry looked over at Wells helplessly. "Sorry, Allen. I've been roped 
into this as well." He shot a glare at Cisco. Defeated, Barry sighed 
and whirled into a pair of street clothes. "Well, are we going, or 
not?" 


A wide grin split Cisco's face. "That's the spirit, man. 


End 
f lie . 



